GENEVA

of the plainest sort, designed rather for central heating in a
cellar than for an inhabited apartment^ is to the typist's
right) the press facing it at the opposite side on the typist's
left. The door is beside the press. The window is behind
the typist.

A young Englishwoman is seated in the revolving chair.
From the state of the table she seems to have been working
at the compilation of a card index^ as there are cards scat-
tered about,, and an open case to put them in^ also a pile of
foolscap from which she has been copying the card inscrip-
tions. But at present she is not at work. She is smoking and
reading an illustrated magazine with her heels on the
table. A thermos flask) a cup and saucer^ and a packet of
cigarettes are beside her on a sliding shelf drawn out from
the table. She is a self-satisfied'youngperson, fairly attrac-
tive and well aware of it. Her dress? though smartly cut^
is factory made; and her speech and manners are London
suburban.

Somebody knocks at the door. She hastily takes her heels
off the table; jumps up; throws her cigarette into the stove;
snatches the things off the sliding shelf and hides them in
the press; finally resumes her seat and looks as busy as
possible.

THE TYPIST [calling] Entrez, s'il vous plait.

A middle-aged gentleman of distinguished appearance^
with a blondbeard and moustache^ top hattedy frock coated^
and gloved^ comes in. He contemplates the room and the
young woman with evident surprise.

HE. Pardon, mademoiselle: \ seek the office of the
International Committee for Intellectual Co-opera-
tion.